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She then told me the well-known story of the
exceeding^ bitterness in the south which followed
the war, how it was inflamed by the abominations
of " reconstruction " in the years immediately
succeeding; how the feeling had subsided among
the children of the southern combatants, meant
little to their grandchildren, and to the great
grandchildren nothing at all, " All the same/'
she went on, " we put up a great fight; we
suffered to the last dregs of our endurance, and
fired our last cartridge before we gave in. Yes,
sir, we're proud of it! " Struck by her use of
the pronoun " we," I ventured to ask her with
some hesitation, " And you, the granddaughter
of a combatant, would you call yourself a Con-
federate now ? " " You bet I would! " came
the swift answer, and there was a notable flash In
her grey eyes.

Our talk then turned on England. I had not
seen the English papers for some time, and was
not very well posted on the latest developments in
the political line or on what this statesman or that
had recently been saying. She, on the contrary,
was able to give me the news from England
up to date. Then she proceeded to put me
through a rather severe examination in my
political leanings and principles, gold standard
and all. What did I think of Mr. Ramsay
Macdonald, Lord Snowden, Mr. Winston
Churchill, Mr. Lloyd George ? She had opinions
about each of these, more incisive than mine and